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I cannot be certain that these were the exact
words of our conversation, but here was the gist of
it. He himself was a mixture of bravado, excite-
ment, uneasinesSjjauntiness and, finally, a sort of child-
like kindness and eagerness to give pleasure, I am not
good at analysing my fellow-creatures. Although I
have watched so much and have, I think, observed
many things and people with accuracy according to
. my own point of view, I have never before analysed
anyone on paper. But what I want to emphasize is
that there is something very likeable and also very
contemptible about my uncle. He has no character:
he is weak and unstable. He is often oddly hysterical
for a man. He is in no way admirable. Only you
often want to protect and defend him, and any woman
must feel kindly towards a man whom she wishes to
protect even though she despises him.

I went in then to see my mother. She had been in
bed now for some weeks. There was nothing very
wrong except for a weakness, a weariness of her
limbs.

She was tired so very easily. But it was curious to
me, nevertheless, that of her own wish she had gone
to bed and stayed there, for, in spite of her blindness,
she had been a very energetic person always, and was
restless and uneasy if compelled to be inactive. It
had seemed to me, during these last days, as though
she had retired to bed in order to allow something
to take place without her presence. She said once:
* You know, dear, it's nice lying in bed just now. If
I were up and about I should want to see that
Pageant and I couldn't/

And again: * I used to want to meddle in things.
Now you can tell me instead/